Russian i8th division has now been annihilated, and the
whole of its war material fallen into Finnish hands.
I had to go out there at night because the Russian air
activity Is so intense that It Is impossible to use the roads
in daylight. But It was brilliant moonlight* and one could
see almost as well as by day. Long before I got to Sysky-
jarvi, where this motti was destroyed, I saw long columns
of Finnish lorries and sledges dragging away booty. I
counted seven first-class field guns of about the French 75
size* as well as several 15 centimetre howitzers and a
number of tanks. And here and there were horse-drawn
sledges piled high with rifles and bayonets and machine-
guns and all the other lighter spoils of war.
At last I got to the beginnings of the scene of the
destruction of this Russian detachment, and here I met
the Finnish colonel who had directed operations.
I thought I had seen a good example of the horrors of
war when I went to Suomussalmi a few weeks ago. But
that was mild compared with what I saw here. Suomus-
salmi was, after all, three weeks old when I saw it. Many
of the Russian dead had been taken away and buried and
what were left were covered with a merciful blanket of
snow. But this had happened only the day before, and
those twelve hundred corpses were lying everywhere, just
as they had fallen those few hours ago. And yet there was
an appalling unreality about them. I think It was the
dazzling moonlight did it; that made the whole thing seem
a ghastly nightmare which couldn't really be true; from
which one was going to wake up at any minute.
But it was true enough. As I began my walk down that
mile or so of death and destruction, guns boomed in the
distance and shells whistled high over my head.
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